
The Tragedie 

/ can no longer hold me patient* 

Hearc meyoa wrangling; Pyrates that fall out, 
in (baring out that which you haue pild from mci 
Whichofyou trembles not thatloolccs on met 
if hoc, that Ibeing Queene, you bow like fubie/b, . 

Yet that by on depolde, you quake like rebels: 

O gentle villaine,do nottmneaway. 

£?/ 0 .Fouie wrinkled witch, what makft thoti in mvfi»ht? 
/?ut repetition ofwhat thou hall nurd, * 8 
That will / make,before /let thee goc: 

A husband and a fonne thou owed to me, 

And thou a kingdome,all of you alleayeance: 

The forrow that /haue, by right is yours* 

And all the plcafures you'vfrirpe, is mine. 

Gbi The curfe my noble father laid on thee. 

When thou did ft crowne his warlike browes with paper, , , 
And with thy feornedrewftriuers from his eyes. 

And then to drie them, gau’ft the Duke a clout 
oteeptin the blood of prettic Rutland: ’ 

His curfe* then from bitternefle offoulc, 

Denouncd againft thcc, are fallen vpon thee; 

And God.not.we^badi plaugdc thy bioodie deede. 

Go v a to right the innocent 

. 0 ' 7 '<'‘<fe^ft a d t cd [ „n Jy Cb. 1 b e) 

And the moil mercilefte that euer, wasbeard of. . 

Jr* pKf ntS t! ' C ^ re,uesw fP !: ^hen it was reported,- 
No man but prophecied reuengefor it. 

Q C : w ^W;Acnp«fenr,w«pi,ofee.V 

rrnarf were you fnarling all before I came 
Readie to catch each other by the throat, ’ 

And turneyou now your hatred allon me?' 

rntw°n keS d r ad u cur ft f5r ' uaile lo fra,ch ^ith heauen, 

TnatZ/mnes deaths loueiy Edwards death, 

Their kingdomcs lode, my wofullbanifliment, . 

Could all butanfwere for that peeuifhbrat > 

Can c Ur f cs pie rce the cloudcs,and enter heauen* 

V Vliy then giue way dull eloudes to my quicke curfes- 
If not by warre,by fu: fee die your km J J 
aisout by murder,to nuke him 4 king. 


of Richard the third. 1 

Edward thyfonne, which now is Prince ofWa1«, 

For Edward my fon, which was Prince of Wales. 

Die in his voutb, by like vntimely violence, 

Thv felfea Queene, forme that was a Queene, 

Out liue thy glorie, like my wretched (alfc : 

Lon" maift thou liue waile thy childrens lone# 

AndTce another, as I fee thee now, 

Decktinthy glorie, as thou artftaldin mine: 

Long die thy happie dales before th v death. 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queene, 

Riuers and D bidet, you were ftanders by, 

And fo was thou Lo. Haftings, when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him. 

That none of you may liue your naturallige. 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo , Haue done thy chai me thou hatefull withered hag, 
Q,M.K njd leauc out thee/ftay dog, for thou flial t hear me 
7f heauen haue any greeuous plague in flore. 

Exceeding thofe that / can wifh vpon thee J 
O let them keepe it till, thy finnes be ripe. 

And then hurle dovvne their indignation 
On thee thetrublerofthe poorc worlds peace: 

The vvorme of confcience ftill begnaw thy foule. 

Thy friends fufpettfor tray tors while thou liueft. 

And take deepe tray tors forth, deareft friends. .0 ,C 

No fleepe clofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 

VnldTe it be whileft feme tormenting dreame 
A ffrights thee, with a hell of vgly diuels, 

Thoueluifh markt,abortiuc rooting hog, 

Thoiithat waftfeald inthy natiuitie .t- . \ 

7 be flaue of nature, and thefonne ofheH, 

Thou flauhder of thy mothers heatiie wombe^ 

7hou loathed i if tie of thy fathers loynes. 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted, &c» 

Cflo. Mar oarer, 

£u. M. Richard, Glo, Ha. 

JQu.M, /call the^ not. : 

Glo, Then I crie thee mercierfor /had thought 
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